




The fir Bpart of the contention of the two famous 
Poore man Yea indeed (ir,God help me. 

Humphrey How cam ft thou lame? 

Toore man With falling off on a.plum- tree. 

Humphrey Wart thou blind, and would clime plum-trees? 
Poore man Neuer but once fir in all my life. 

My wife did long for plums. 

Humphrey But tell me,wart thou borne blind? ' 

Poore man Yea truly fir. 

Woman. Y ea indeed fir, he was borne blind 
, Humphrey W hat art thoujhis mother? 

Woman His wife fir. 

Humphrey Hadft thou beenc his mother, 

Thou could ft haue better told: 

Why let me fee. I thmke thou canft not fee yet. 

Tooreman Y es truly m? fter,a$ cleere as dav. 

Humphrey Saifl thou (o! what colour s his cfoake? 

Poore man Why red mailler,asredas bloud. 

Humphrey And hi$ cloukc? 

T oore man. Why thats greene. 

Humphrey And what colour's hishofe? 

Poore man Yellow maid ei, yellow as gold. 

Humphrey And what colours my gowne? 

Pooreman Blacke-fir,as blackens leaf. 

Kino l hen belike he knovves what colour ieatis on. 
Suffolke And I think ieat did he neuer fee. 

Humph But cloakes and gown es ere this day many a 
But tell me firra, whats my name? 

Toore man A las 'matter I know not 
Humphrey W hats his name? 

Toore man I know not. 

Humphrey Nor his? 
pocre. No truly fir. 

Hum. N or his na me? 
poon\ No;irid<ed>raa(ler. 

Hum. What’s thine ownename? 
poore. ' Sander ,and it pleafe you maift er. 

Hum. T hen Sander fit there ? the lyingeft knaue in Chri- 
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houfesjfYorke and Lmcafer. 

ftendotne.Ifthou hadft been borne blind, thou might ft afwell 
haue knowne all our names ,• as thus to name the fcuerall co- 
lours we do weare. Sight m.ay dilbnguilli of colours, but fo- 
dainly to nominate them all it is impoflible.My lordsdainc Ah 
bons here hath done a miracle, arid would you not thinke his 
cunning to he great , that could reftore this cripple to his kgs 
againe? 

p oore man Oh maifler T would you could. 

Humphrey My mailers of Saint Albons, 

Haucyou not Beadles in your Tovvne, 

And things called whips? 

Mayor Yes my lord,ifit pleafe your grace. 

Hum. T hen lend for one prcfently 

Mayor Sirra,go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. 

exit one. 

Hum. Now fetch me a Boole hither hv and by. 

Now firra,ifvou meane to faue yourfolfe from whipping, 
Leape me ouer this Bople,and runne away. 

Enter Beadle. 

poore. Alas maBer I am not able to Band alone. 

You go about to torture me in vaine. 

Hum. W ell fir, we mufl haue you find your legs, 

Sirra Beadle.whip him til he leape ouer that fame Boole. 

Beadle I will my Lord, come on firra,off with your doublet 
quickly. 

poore. Alasmafler,whatfhalll do ?T am not able to Band. 

t/ffter the beadle hath hit him ortegirkf , he leapes ouer the 
ft cole and runs'Away,and they run after him,crymg t 
a miracle, a miracle. 

H um. A miracle, a miracle, let him be taken againe, and 
whipt through euerv market T owne till he comes at Barwickc 
where he was borne. 

Maior It foal be done my Lord. exit Mayor. 

Suf. My lord Protestor hath done wonders to day, 

fie hath made the Hind to fee. and the halt to go. 

Hum. Y ea biit you Hid greater wonders, when you made 
whole Dukedomes file in a day. ; 'v 
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